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Dear one, but for these my verses who would pity Ishaq's plight,
Tell the story of his anguish, and to thee his case dedaie?

Ghazel. [177]

O my ruthless Moon, of dolour I am dying, where art thou?

Up to heaven on high my plaints and wails are flying, where art thou?

Nowhere save in thy rose-garden may the bulbul-heait find rest;
Roseate face, with form the cypress-tree defying, where ait thou?

Come, strew sugar from thy liplets at the feast of heart and soul;
O my Parrot sweet of accent, hear me crying, where art thou ? !

0  my gracious gliding Angel, show thy visage ere I die;

Be my soul and frame thy ransom joyance-buying, where ait thou?

Dead of sheer delight were Ishdq should'st thou once in kindness say:
L0 my weakling, love-distracted, sadly sighing, where art thou?'

Ghazel. [178]

All who see my verse upon yon pearl-bestrewing rubies glow *

Fain would fling their souls as largesse and would shout Well done1 Bravo!

See the rose lead forth itb armies 'gainst the tulips in the mead;
Tis the King of Riim 3 who doth to battle with the Red-Heads go. *

111 doth it become the lover wine and lovelings to renounce;
Graceless would the garb of viitue on the rake and losel show.

Dear one, saying, clt lesembleth those thy rubies,' at the feast
Doth the beaker bear the wine-cup on its head, and proudly go,

1  Sugar = sweet words; the Parrot = the beloved sweet of speech,

2  The pearl-bestrewing rubies = the red lips that utter beautiful words. The
line appeals to mean, All who hear the beloved reciting my verseb.

3  The  King  of Rum = the   Sultan  of Turkey; this ghazcl may have been
written when Sultan Selim was starting on his Persian campaign.

4  In  old  times  the  Turks  used  to  nickname the Pcisians 'Qizil Bash' or
Red-Heads, on account of the red caps worn by their soldiers. The poets of
the   Classic   Period often connect the Iranians with the tulip for this reason,